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One 


Author's Notes: 
Jackson United is an American punk band founded and formed by Chris Shiflett of Foo Fighters and his brother, 
Scott of Face to Face. 


This is the story of how Cary LaScala joined the band. 


"Fucking shit, Pete! Come on!" 


"Sorry, bud. | just can't. | got other stuff going on | didn't think you were gonna take it on the road. | thought 
we'd just cut a record for shits and giggles." 


"Shit. Where we gonna find another drummer, Pete?" 


"| got a kid in mind. Let me give him a call and see if he's free. If he is, we'll bring him down and see what you 


think" 


He raked his fingers through his hair and sighed. It's not like he wasn't used to line up changes and such. It was 


the last minuteness that was worrying the man 
"Okay, what's the kid's name?" 

"Cary LaScala" 

"Do | know him? What's he done before?" 

"Mostly session work" 

"Petel And this is the kid you want me to take on tour?" 
"Trust me, Shifty. | wouldn't steer you wrong here’ 


“All right. Call him and get back to me." 


Doug, Scott and Chris waited at the studio they were using to rehearse for Pete to show up with Cary. Chris 
had already copped an attitude about it, he didn't mean to but he was pissed at Pete for doing this to them. 
And he was sure he wasn't going to like this kid at all. He had considered calling up Taylor and asking him about 
coming on the road with them but put that thought away for now. But if this kid didn't work out, he would 
probably end up doing that. And having to beg and plead and make promises to Taylor. 


The door opened and Chris turned, one hand on the neck of his SG. He saw Pete walking in but there was 
nobody with him. 


"Pete, where the fu-" He started to yell but was cut off but the sight of this tiny little shit walking in behind 


him. 


Cary LaScala had dark brown hair, almost black, and it was a little longer than Chris's and shaggy. Long wisps 
of it covered his forehead. He was really short too, about three inches shorter than Chris. He had a full, pouty 
bottom lip and almond-shaped, dark brown eyes. If Chris had to take a guess, he'd say the boy weighed about 
a hundred pounds soaking wet and he could probably fit both hands around his waist. This little boy was gonna 
take Pete's place behind the skins? Chris had his doubts. He was already rehearsing what he'd say to Taylor 


when he called him. 
"Chris, Doug, Scott, this is Cary. Cary, this is Chris and Scott Shiflett, they're brothers. And Doug Sangalang." 


"Cool to meet you guys. l'm pretty excited about this. Pete said you guys are going to start the tour in 
Australia?" 


"Yeah, in a month. If you can't hang, | totally understand. | think | can get someone else." 


Cary shot Pete a confused look. Pete turned to Chris. "Give him a chance, | told you." 

"All right, l'm just saying if the kid has to get back to nursery school, it's cool. | understand" 
Cary's eyes narrowed at Chris. He put his pack down and pulled out a pair of sticks. 

"Pete, this your kit?" 

"Yeah, man." 


Cary sat down on the stool and began hammering away, his eyes never wavering in his cold stare at Chris. He 
wanted this gig and he'd be damned if this guy was going to intimidate him. He could hold his own, he knew he 
could. And he hated that he had to prove it this way. They didn't get off on the right foot but he wasn't going 
to let that get in his way. After a couple moments, Scott joined in with his bass and Doug started ripping 
something out on his rhythm guitar. That left Chris to stand there and watch. So the kid had chops. He was 
still twelve years old. While the three of them continued to jam, Chris made his way back to Pete. 


"How old is this kid?" He yelled into his friend's ear. 

"He's twenty-two!" 

"Ugh, Pete, he's a baby!" 

"He's good and you know it!" 

"Shit. | hate you, man" 

"You'll thank me later." Pete nudged Chris's shoulder and winked at him. 


What the hell was that for? Chris thought. 

After a couple hours of jamming and teaching Cary some of the songs, they called it quits. Chris was putting 
his guitar away but kept one eye on Cary as he stood, talking to Doug. The two of them laughed together, 
Cary suddenly took on a shy, demure giggle as he gazed up into Doug's face. Chris felt a tight pinching 
sensation in the pit of his stomach as he watched him ..flirt? What the fuck, first of all? And second of all, 
why the fuck do | care? That's when he felt a pair of eyes watching him and when he looked away from Doug 


and Cary, he realized Pete was watching him. The drummer gave him a smirk and then waved. 


"Okay, kids. | gotta take off. Everybody good? I'll pack up my kit tomorrow so Cary, you can bring yours over. 
Sound good?" 


"Great. Thanks, Pete. See you." 


Chris was the next to leave. He grumbled something about ‘same time tomorrow’ and bolted from the building. 


The following day, he parked outside the building and noticed a figure sitting on the curb next to a motorcycle. 
Cary. 


"Hey." Chris muttered. 

"Hey." the boy stood up and picked up his bag and helmet. 
"You ride, huh?" 

"Nah, | pushed it here." the kid retorted. 

Chris shot him a nasty glare. 

"Yes, | ride because it's cheaper than driving a car." 

"Ah. | see." 


"Yeah, | don't have mega rock band money to throw around on self-indulgent side projects." Cary shot back 


with a little bit more venom than he'd intended. 
"Too bad for you." Chris said quietly with a smirk on his lips. 


He noticed Cary's eyes drift down to his lips. A tiny bit of pink tongue slipped out of the kid's own mouth. Chris 
cleared his throat and turned away from him as they entered the building. 


"Did you think about how you're gonna get your drums over here? Can't really carry them ona motorcycle." 
"Pete said he'd let me use his car." 


"Pete has to pack his own up and take it home." Before he could stop the words from coming out of his 


mouth, Chris added, "I can help you." 


"Uh, okay, sure." As if this guy doesn't like me enough already, now | have to bring him to my shitty 


apartment. 


After three hours of rehearsing, a sweat-drenched Cary slid off the drum stool and grabbed a towel from his 
bag and wiped his face and then ran it over his hair, making it stick out in every direction. Chris glanced at the 
boy and his breath hitched as that pinch in his gut came on sudden and strong. And when Cary turned his 
back and pulled his wet t-shirt over his head, Chris let out a cough and quickly turned his attention to the 
tuning pegs on his guitar. 


"Where do you live?" Chris asked as they exited the building. 

"Culver City. Its about twenty minutes. Can you follow me?" 

"Yeah, fine. But if you lose me, you're on your own, got it?" 

"Fine." Cary grumbled and rolled his eyes. He was dreading this. Chris was so unpleasant to be around, it made 
Cary uncomfortable. He could just imagine having to do a task with him like this, never mind spending a few 
weeks with him cooped up in a van. 

Cary drove a little slower than usual down the freeway, leading Chris back to the apartment he shared with 
another guy. He wouldn't even call the guy his friend, they were roommates, Cary answered the guy's ad when 
he moved down from San Fransisco. And the guy, Greg, turned out to be a weirdo, anyway. 

"The place is a dive. I'm sorry. And my roommate is strange, just ignore him. This was the only place | could 
afford when | moved here." Cary defended himself before he even let Chris into the tiny, two bedroom 
apartment on the second floor of an old, dilapidated building. 


"Its fine. Let's just get this done." Chris grumbled. 


Cary led him through the living room that had a beat up sofa and an old cabinet TV with three empty pizza 
boxes on top of it. In Cary's tiny bedroom, a large drumkit sat in one corner and a tiny twin bed sat in the 


opposite. 
"Dude." Chris muttered. "I thought you'd have it taken apart and we'd just load it up." 


Cary blushed. "I was practicing until about five this morning. Pete gave me the CD and | just played along with 
it until | had all the songs down" 


Chris couldn't respond. His mouth was open, ready to rip into the kid, but all he could do was stare at him. 


‘lm sorry." Cary blurted out after he and Chris stared at each other for a moment too long. "I'll start 


disassembling, you can take each piece out to the car, okay?" 
"How were you practicing all night without your roommate screaming at you?" 


"He never came home. He does that sometimes. If we hurry, we can probably avoid him altogether since he's 


not back yet." 


So Cary went to work taking the kit apart and handing it, piece by piece, to Chris, who carried it down to his 
car. He put the cymbals, the snare and the rack in the back seat, leaving room for the toms and the kick 


drum in the back cargo area. 


Cary climbed into the passenger seat of Chris's SUV and unconsciously pressed against the door when Chris 
sat behind the wheel. They drove in uncomfortable silence for several minutes before Cary just had to say 
something to break up the silence. 

"Smart for having an SUV." 

"Yeah, comes in handy." 

"Sorry you had to do this. l'm sure you had other plans." 

"I's okay. Had to be done if | wanted this band and this tour to happen" 

"Yeah, | guess." 

More silence. Cary turned and watched out the window. Chris took the opportunity to give the boy a long 
glance. His small, calloused hands sat limply against his skinny thighs, index fingers tapping out a beat. His small, 
thin chest gently rose and fell with his calm, steady breathing. The next thing that Chris noticed was the 


pulsating vein in the boy's neck, beneath the smooth, flawless skin. 


"Red light." Cary muttered, snapping Chris back to the reality that he was, in fact, driving. He slammed on the 


brakes and scared the shit out of a crossing pedestrian. 
"Pay attention much?" 


"Yeah, sorry. Got lost in thought" Lost in the thought that I'd love to feel that vein beneath my mouth. Shit, 
what the fuck am | thinking? 


When they arrived back at the studio they were using to rehearse, Scott met Chris at the door. 

"| gotta talk to you." 

"Help us unload, you can talk to me while we work" 

"No man, | need to talk to you." Scott glared at his younger brother. 

"What the fuck?" 

He took Chris by the elbow and steered him into a closed room. 

Cary heard shouting as he brought his kit inside, piece by piece, and his stomach began churning. Was that 
about him? No, two brothers arguing about something, that's all. No need to worry. The boy was down on his 


knees, behind his now assembled kit when the door opened and two angry Shifletts poured out, still screaming 


at one another. 


"WHY ARE YOU DOING THIS NOW?" 

"BECAUSE | HAVE TO! 

"BUT WERE LEAVING IN A MONTH, SCOTT? FUCK HER!" 

"DON'T YOU FUCKING SAY THAT! 

"SHE FUCKED ANOTHER GUY, SCOTT! LEAVE HER ASS!" 

"Easy for you to say" Scott lowered his voice now. 

Cary realized what he was hearing and hunched lower, hoping to remain undetected 

"Scott, | need you. What am | gonna do now?" 

"| don't know, man’ 

"| just took on this kid." Chris swept his arm back in the general area of Cary's drums and noticed Cary was 
nowhere to be found. "Scott, the kid is good, really good, but | dont know how he's going to fare on the road | 
need you there" 

‘He is good and he'll fare just fine.” 

"Don't tell him | said he was good" Chris muttered. "Please Scott. Don't make me pull out the brother card" 
"All right, man. Once more and then l'm out 

"Oh! Oh, Scott! Thanks! You're the best!" 

Cary had to bite his hand to stifle his giggle over hearing Chris admit he thought he was good and then 
hearing the guy grovel to his brother. A moment later, he heard the brothers say goodbye to each other and 
now he realized he was trapped. If Chris saw him stand up, he'd know Cary was there the entire time. Shit 


"LaScala? Where the fuck are you?" Chris yelled and then let out a loud sigh. 


Cary stood up slowly with his tail between his legs. His face was flushed and he had an embarrassed smile on 
his face. 


"You were there the whole time? What are you doing, eavesdropping?” 


"No! No, | swear! | heard you guys yelling and | was working on putting the kit together and-" 


"You figured you'd get a little Shiflett family dirt 

A 

"Whatever. Are you done?" 

"Yeah" 

"| gotta take you home. Let's go. 

After a silent ride all the way back to Cary's apartment, he hesitated before reaching for the door handle. 
"Chris? He ventured quietly. 

"What?" Chris responded with an exasperated sigh. 

‘| know a guy who plays bass. | can call hin’ 

"Don't worry about it. Kl figure it out" 


"Hey, he's good and I'm counting on this gig, too. He'd be a good replacement for when Scott decides he's had 


enough" 
"Whats his name?" 

"Omen Starr.” 

"| know that guy. He's your friend?" 

"Yeah" 

"We can call him tomorrow, | guess” 

"Cool" Cary smiled at Chris and then his smile grew wider. "You really think m good?" 
Chris huffed. "Heard that, did you?" 

Yep" 

"You're good” 


"Thanks! See you tomorrow!" 


Chris realized he was grinning as he watched Cary take the steps two at a time as he trotted up to his 
apartment. The grin disappeared when Cary turned and waved. 


Cary was waiting again when Chris drove up. Chris wanted to smile because the kid was cute and sweet and a 
great drummer. But then he scowled because he wanted to smile. 

"Hey, you're late." Cary called 

"Five minutes. Chill out." 


| brought lunch." The boy said proudly as he picked up a Del Taco bag. "Don't get too excited, it's only cheap 
Del Taco." 


"What is that for?" 
"To eat, stupid" Cary retorted with a little grin 


Chris rolled his eyes. "| know to eat but why? You didn't have to buy me lunch. How did you ever afford it? 


Am | gonna catch you walking here one day because you couldn't fill up your bike?" 


"Hur hur." Cary rolled his eyes. "I just, you know, felt bad about yesterday. And to thank you for driving out to 


pick up my drums.” 

"No big deal" 

"Well, | hope you like chicken tacos." 

"Hate them." 

"Good, more for me." 

Inside, Chris pulled another chair up to a desk and Cary opened the bag of food. 
"This was a nice thing you did. Thank you." Chris muttered. 


Cary smiled, knowing it must have been difficult for Chris to say such a nice thing to him. When he glanced up, 
he let out a soft giggle. 


"What?" 


"You need a napkin, you slob." 


"What? Why?" 

The drummer's eyes danced as he reached across the desk and ran a thumb across the corner of Chris's lips, 
catching an errant glob of sour cream. Chris's panicked eyes flicked to Cary's and then watched the boy pop 
the thumb into his own mouth and suck the sour cream off of it. Chris's stomach tightened and he jumped 
out of the chair. 

‘lm going to make sure my gear..my gear is uh. My gear." The older man stammered and made a quick exit. 


"But you didn't..finish." Cary shrugged then, and pulled the rest of the food toward himself. 


Chris retreated to an empty room and banged his forehead against the wall, trying to talk himself out of what 
he was thinking. He's just a kid. He's a boy. Forget this. What is going on with you? 


When Chris returned, Cary grinned at him, "How's your gear?" 

"Okay. Not much to do today so I'm gonna take off. See you tomorrow." 
"Wait, Chris.." Cary began. He realized he had nothing really to say but didn't want Chris to leave just yet. 
"What?" 

"Mind if | stay and practice a little?" 

"Sure. Just lock up when you leave." 

"Do you want to stay, too. We can mess around." 

"WHAT?!" Chris blurted out. 

‘Mess around. jam. You know?" 

‘Oh. Oh! No. | got some stuff to take care of" 

"Oh, too bad." 

"Yeah. Remember to lock the doors when you leave." 


"You better find me some hot Australian chicks to bang since my marriage is virtually over. You owe me that 


much." Scott told his brother as they settled into their seats on the plane. 


"| promise. I'll even give you first dibs occasionally." 


"Yeah, first dibs out of all my cast offs." Cary added with a wink. 


"Kid, you'll be back in bed, wanking it, by eleven every night" Scott told him as he gave him a back handed 


smack to his shoulder. 
"Ow." 


After about four hours, Scott was passed out on one side of him, Cary was restless on the other side of 
Chris. He was stuck in the middle, trying in vain to read his book 


"What are ya reading?" Cary asked. 


"Scar Tissue. The Anthony Kiedis biography." 
"Ah. Is it good?" 


"Yeah, so far." 
"Cool. So I've never been to Australia. Is it cool?" 
"Yeah, | think so." 


And Cary started babbling on and on and asking a lot of questions. Chris tried to be patient with the kid but 
eventually had to tell him to shut up and go to sleep. 


‘Sorry, just nervous." The boy muttered with an embarrassed grin. Then he pulled his legs up into the chair 
and pushed his head against Chris's shoulder. 


The older man drew a sharp breath and tensed as Cary settled in against him. 

"This okay?" 

"Yeah, yeah. Just shut up." 

"Sorry! 

Chris tried to resume reading but he was distracted by the growing ball of tension growing in his groin No! He 
thought. Not my groin, my stomach. Tension over the impending tour and being stuck in this plane for another 


few hours. That's all. 


Cary shifted a little and a soft sigh passed his lips. His hair brushed against Chris's cheek and the man was 
undone. He jumped to his feet and Cary was awoken with a start. 


"| gotta go to the bathroom." Chris explained. 
Cary stared up at him, confused, as Chris slid past him and hurried down the aisle. 


Inside the tiny bathroom, Chris leaned his hands against the sink and stared at himself in the mirror. He could 
feel his erection and tried to ignore it. Think about anything else and itll go away, Just take a few deep 
breaths and it will go away. It's just a completely physical response to the way he was sleeping up against me. 
It doesn't mean a thing. He swallowed and cringed as his left hand slid from the edge of the sink to run his 
palm over the front of his jeans, pressing against his hard cock. Reluctant and shameful, he stared into his 
own eyes as the hand unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned and unzipped his jeans and then slipped past the elastic of 
his boxer shorts. 


"What are you doing?" The man mumbled as fingers fisted around himself. But it was definitely too late to 
stop. Lids drooped over his disturbed, blue eyes as he brought his hand to his mouth and spit into it. Chris 
was furious at himself for doing this and then he was furious at Cary for inspiring this. And he ended up 
taking it out on himself. Within a matter of minutes, he had stroked himself so hard and so feverishly that he 
had to bite his lip to keep from crying out as he came. After he rinsed his hands off, he slumped backwards 
onto the toilet and sat there, stunned. One elbow on his knee, his head hung low in his hand. 


"What have | done?" He groaned. Now he was afraid to leave the bathroom, surely everybody would know what 
he had just done. And how was he going to look at Cary again. Just when he was starting to accept the kid and 
get used to him, now he'd lost his mind and jerked off to him. In the bathroom of a plane headed to Australia, 
where he'd have to see the kid every goddamn day for the next six weeks. Shiflett, what the fuck is wrong 
with you? 


He couldn't stay in the bathroom for the rest of the flight so he hauled himself to his feet, splashed some 
cold water on his face and took a deep breath. Back at his seat, Chris slipped past Cary, who appeared to have 
fallen asleep again. He lowered himself into his seat and Cary immediately snuggled against him. Chris sighed. He 
nudged his shoulder to get Cary off of him but the boy only whined and clutched Chris tighter. 

"Cary, get off" He shook the boy a little harder. 

Cary snorted and slowly lifted his head. "What?" 

"Lean the other way, get off of me." Chris glared at him and sputtered angrily. 

The boy's face glimmered with hurt for a brief moment before he turned away from Chris. 

When they checked into their hotel in Melbourne, for budget purposes, Doug and Cary shared a room while 
Chris and Scott bunked together. Chris raked his fingers through his hair when he realized that his 


subconscious told him he'd much rather have Cary as a roomie. 


"Hey, you wanna go out and get shitfaced?" Chris asked Scott once they got settled. 


"Hell yeah. I'm hungry too. Let's go get Dougie and Cary. 
"Great." Chris mumbled. 


"What is with you and the kid? | thought you guys were getting along now. He seems to like you." Scott arched 


an eyebrow. 
"Stop. Before you start, stop." 


Scott knocked on their door and Doug opened it a moment later. Chris walked in just in time to see Cary pulling 
a t-shirt on over his head. He cleared his throat and turned away and that's when he noticed Doug's belt 


buckle was undone. Oh. Of course. 


"Hey, you know what? | think, um, | think I'm going to go and lay down, on second thought. |, uh, | feel the jet 
lag setting in" 


"Chris?" 


"Yeah, no. I'm, uh, I'm not feeling that great. So you guys go, have fun" Chris swiftly turned and scampered 


back to his room before any of them could object again. 


The guitarist spent a good hour or more beating himself up. He had convinced himself that Cary and Doug 
probably were not fooling around He wanted that to comfort him but then he resumed the barrage because it 
comforted him. He had no business feeling anything for the kid None. Okay, Cary was a really good drummer, 
he was a hard worker, he was eager to impress Chris and seemed to look up to him. And he had a pair of 
eyes in which Chris could get lost if he allowed himself. And the resolve he had to keep that from happening 
was dwindling. Chris threw his arm over his eyes as he squeezed them closed. Cary pulling his shirt over his 


thin, wan torso. Chris's hands twitched to feel that taut, young skin. 


The front man was bent over a road case, writing out their set list when something lightly brushed against his 
ass. He straightened and turned to see Cary standing next to him. 


"Did you just grab my ass?" 
"No." Cary grinned. "| may have lightly swept a hand across it but | did not grab it. Why? Did you like it?" 


Chris couldn't tell if the kid was fucking with him or not. Their gazes locked and Chris's tongue slipped past his 
lips, wetting them. 


"Cary." He began 


"Hey! You guys ready for the first show! I'm totally excited!" Doug clapped Cary on the back so hard, the boy 


stumbled forward. Chris had to catch him in his arms and set him straight again. 


In that small gesture, in those four seconds, Chris's resolve was melted down to nothing. But he was afraid of 


what that meant so he glared at Doug and told him to knock it off. 
Their fifty minute set went well. Cary was on fire behind his drums and Chris was happy, thrilled even, by the 


response the crowd gave him. Cary became the engine that powered the train. As they walked off the stage, 
Chris could feel those large, dark brown eyes upon him, waiting for his praise. 


"Was | okay?" The boy asked. 


"Yeah, you were fine." Chris avoided his eyes and, instead, turned to grab a towel from a roadie. He took an 


extra long time wiping his face and head, hoping Cary would take the hint and leave him. 
Chris wandered over to the bar and stood next to his brother. 

"Get you a beer?" 

"Make it a double scotch rocks with a beer back" 

"Wow, ain't fucking around tonight, huh?" 

"Making up for last night." Chris grinned. 

"The kid was good tonight, wasn't he?" 

"Yep, he did fine." 

"And you were worried." 

"We'll see how he does tomorrow night and then we have the shoot the day after." 


"Is there going to be a point at which you stop worrying and start treating him like an equal member of this 
band?" 


"Probably not" said Chris before he downed his scotch in one gulp. 
"| don't get what you have against him." 
"He's a brat. A punk kid with some good licks." 


"| don't see that but whatever." 


Chris was on his third scotch when Doug and Cary joined them. Cary took one look at the man and realized 
Chris had some new bone to pick with him. 


"Hey, hot shot, what did | tell you about adding rolls and shit?" 


"I got caught up in the energy of it and besides, it fit there, didn't it?" Cary answered before he took a long 
drink of his beer. 


"Yeah, | thought it fit pretty good. Sounded good, Cary." Scott offered, hoping to diffuse his brother. 
"Stick to the song, okay." 


"Fine." The boy looked dejected as he sidled up to the bar behind Scott, where Chris could no longer injure him 
with his stare. 


After a few more glasses of scotch and a few more bottles of beer, both men were actively trading barbs 
now. 


"You're a fucking asshole, you know that? All | do is jump through hoops for you and do it exactly the way you 
tell me. I'm not a trained monkey!" Cary finally exploded. 


"Aw, fuck this. I'm going back to the hotel. | suggest you knock it the fuck off. We have a long schedule ahead 
of us and you better get your shit together, kid!" Chris spat out the word, ‘kid' with venom to remind Cary 


who was in charge here. 


The older man was barely out there door of the club and five steps down the sidewalk when he felt a hand 
close in on his shoulder. It whipped him around and shoved him against the side of the building. 


"Who the hell do you think you are?" 
"Come on, just let me go. Go back in there and leave me alone." 
"Chris, you're acting like a real asshole here. Tell me what's going on" 


"Scott, stop. Just let me go." Chris shrugged out of his brother's grasp and hurried away from him, up the 
street. 


All the arguing he had done with Cary left him painfully aroused. Chris stepped into the hot shower and 
immediately, both of his hands went to work to relieve the tension. Twice now, he thought. That's twice now 
you beat off thinking about the kid You know this will eventually come to a head. Beating off while thinking 


about him won't satisfy you anymore. 


He and Cary avoided each other the following evening. Again, they played their set without flaw. Cary left out 


all his improvisations this time. Directly after the show, Chris mumbled something about going straight to bed 
because of the shoot in the morning. Just before he turned to leave the club, he caught a glimpse of Cary's 
face. The boy regarded him with large, shiny eyes, the kind that were about to spill over. Chris opened his 
mouth to say something to the boy but immediately changed his mind. He left the three of them standing, 
staring at him. 

In the video for their song, Fell Into, it would be part performance and part story. Chris was going to play an 
underdog boxer who initially gets his ass handed to him but comes back and knocks the larger fellow out. Doug 
would play his trainer while Scott would play the referee. They filmed the performance piece first and that 
was done rather quickly. Cary was left to hang around while the other three went to change into their 
costumes for the story bit. 

"Uh, Chris..." Scott began 

"What?" 


"What the hell happened here?" Scott was trying to put the white button down shirt of the referee on but it 


was about four sizes too small. "Who got this for us?" 

"John supposedly called it all in" 

"Well, they fucked up then. Look at this?" And he tugged the shirt tails down, they barely covered his navel 
"Fuck. We don't have time for this shit!" 

"It would fit the kid" Doug offered 

"Yeah, | bet it would. Go get him?" 

"No!" We'll send someone for another shirt" 


"But its everything. Look at the pants, too." Scott held them up to his waist and they skimmed just past his 


knees. 

"Goddamn it!" 

"Cary can do it. It'll be fine." 
"But Scott..." 

"No buts. Dougie, go get him." 


When Doug reappeared with Cary behind him, the boy let out a tiny gasp. Small enough to slide but big enough 


for Chris to notice and turn around. 
"Wow, that's a lot of ink" Cary managed as Scott pushed the clothes into the drummer's hands. 


The areas on Chris's body where Cary's eyes raked over them were on fire. He remembered that Cary had 
never seen him shirtless. And then he wasn't sure why that was a significant thing for him to recall. Chris 


cleared his throat and Cary's eyes snapped up from his stomach to his face. 


‘Five minutes and you better not fuck this up." He barked before he pushed past him and out the door, into 
the corridor leading to the gym. Before he was out of ear shot, he heard Cary complain that he thought Chris 
said he was a good drummer and he didn’t understand why he was so hard on him all the time. The sharp pain 


in Chris's stomach almost doubled him over. 


There were a couple times when the other boxer, an Australian amateur boxer from the gym they were using 
to film, hit Chris a little harder than he was expecting. He stumbled back into Cary. The very instance that he 
felt Cary's hands supporting him, the shock and pain from the being hit dissipated. His body was so busy 
fighting the boxer, it couldn't fight Cary also. Cary felt it, too. He expected that, as soon as his hands touched 
Chris's bare back, the man would flail and recoil from him. Instead, he felt the muscles beneath his hands relax 


and ease into his touch. A shiver coursed through the younger man's body and took up residence in his groin 
When the director finally told them they were done, Cary watched a glistening, rippling body scurry from the 
ring. His eyes narrowed. Cary slowly pulled off his bowtie and began to unbutton the shirt as he made his way 
back to the locker room where he was sure Chris had gone. The drummer made sure Dougie and Scott didn't 
follow and he slipped silently into the room, turning the lock on the door. 

"Hey." He said quietly to Chris, who was sitting motionless on the bench. 

"You did good, kid Thanks." Chris murmured before he untied one of his gloves with his teeth. 

"Need help with those?" 


Wordlessly, Chris held his gloved hands out toward Cary, who couldn't suppress his grin. He crossed the room 
and pulled one glove off and then untied the other and pulled it off also. He was frozen to the floor, gazing 
down at Chris as the man turned his focus to unwrapping his hands. 


"You, uh, you..knew what you were doing out there." 


"I do a little boxing now and then. Just more of a hobby than anything. | suck at it” Chris replied without 
looking up. 


"| bet you don't, really." The younger man breathed as his hand hovered over Chris's damp hair. Very slowly, 
an index finger touched a strand of hair. When Chris didn't respond because it was too light for him to feel, 
Cary ventured a bit further. Two fingers now caressed him, sinking a little deeper into his inviting, sweaty hair. 


Now Chris tensed beneath him and his face turned upward to look at Cary in surprise. 

"LaSca-" 

Cary's fingers slipped down Chris's cheek and touched his lips. With his free hand, he lifted the hand of Chris's 
that was still wrapped. Cary began slowly unraveling the hand wrap with both of his. Chris's free hand shakily 
reached toward the drummer's thigh. Just before his fingers skimmed the fabric of his referee trousers, 
Chris pulled his hand back. 

"| don't like you." The guitarist mumbled. 

"| know." 

Cary dropped the wrapping but still held the older man's hand, brushing a gentle thumb over the top of it. 
Very tentatively, he sidled closer to Chris as their eyes met. Cary slid one leg to each side of Chris's thighs 
and carefully lowered his backside to rest on Chris's knees. 

“They'll come in." 

"| locked the door." Cary replied as he lowered his lips to the warm, salty skin of Chris's neck. 

The older man shuddered. He rested his hands on Cary's thighs and turned his face toward the kid's. 

"You want to kiss me?" 

Chris shook his head, "No." 


The drummer smiled. "I think maybe you do." 


Chris's lips twitched into a grin as he slid his hands up and around Cary's hips to clutch at his ass. "Put your 


arms around my neck." 


Cary obeyed and Chris stood up. Cary's legs wrapped around his waist as Chris took a couple steps forward 
and pinned the boy against the lockers. With Cary held there by his body pressed against him, Chris raised his 
hands to the boy's face. "| do want to kiss you." 


"| know." 


Chris shook his head as he drew Cary's face forward. He attacked the boy's mouth with his own, sucking 
Cary's full, pouty bottom lip between his teeth and nibbling. Cary moaned into Chris's mouth as his tongue 
pushed against Chris's teeth. The older man released the lip and latched onto the tongue. He growled when 
Cary's fingers knotted into his hair. Chris's hips began to rock slowly, his groin pressed into Cary's. The 
guitarist moved one hand from Cary's cheek down his neck, down his chest to the boy's waist. He started to 


tug the button down out from inside the trousers. That was when they both heard Scott yell from the other 
side of the door and rap his fist against it. 


"Open up! What the hell, you guys?" 

Very abruptly, Chris took a step backwards, breaking the kiss and causing Cary to scramble as his legs 
unwound and his feet fell to the floor. They looked at each other for a moment before Chris strode quickly to 
the door and unlocked it. 

"Sorry," He mumbled. "I don't know how the door got locked" 

In the van back to the hotel, Cary sat next to Chris and couldn't wipe the smile off his face. Chris stole a 
sideways glance at him occasionally and had to lower his head to hide his own smile. What had changed? What 
had caused his mind to flip? Chris had spent the last month feeling confused and angry over what he was 
feeling for the kid. He had been afraid that he was the only one that felt that way, afraid that Cary would 
reject him. That was it, then. It was because Cary had come to him. Knowing that the kid shared his feelings 
was a huge weight lifted from Chris's shoulders. But what was going to happen now? 

The four of them were seated around the dinner table, chattering away about the video and the couple shows 
they played so far. Doug was teasing Cary about looking like a fifteen year old kid and, therefore, was never 
going to get laid on this trip. 

"Oh, I'm gonna get laid. Trust me." Cary replied with a giggle. 

"Oh really? What makes you think so?" 

‘| already got a line on someone." 

"What? Get the fuck outta here! Who?" 

"Don't worry about it. I'll just say they're a lot closer than you'd think." 

And with that, Chris choked on his beer. 

That drew Scotts attention. "Hey, you promised me you'd help me get laid 


"I know. | didn't forget. We've only been here four days, for God's sake." 


After dinner, they moved to the bar and continued to drink and try to find a nice girl for Scott and Doug tried 
to find an easy girl for Cary. 


"Dude, what do you think of the redhead over there? She looks about your age. Too young to be in a bar." 


"She only has to be eighteen, man" 

"That's three years older than you, though 

Cary elbowed Dougie in the ribs. "Shut up" 

"What about you, dude? You looking?" Doug asked Chris. 

"Nah, man. None for me tonight 

Doug gave Chris a shrug and then turned back to Cary. "Go talk to her: 
"She isn't really my type. 

"No? What's wrong with her?" 


Cary glanced at Chris before he said, "She just doesn't do it for me. | don't know, boys. | just might call it a 
night. Making my acting debut today has exhausted me." 


"Yeah. Scotty, why don't you and Doug stay down here and uphold our band's reputation? I'm gonna crash, too, 
| think" 


"Wait a second. The two of you aren't screaming at each other. What's going on?" 
Im too tired to mess around with the kid's bullshit tonight" Chris replied as he locked his gaze with Cary's. 
"And I'm too tired to tell this asshole that he's being an asshole." 


"Well, good to know nothing's changed here. Stay tired, that way we don't have to listen to the two of you 
bickering." 


"l'Il see what | can do about that." Chris smirked. "Goodnight, boys." 


As he turned on his heel to head toward the hotel, he felt Cary right behind him. As soon as they were out 


of earshot, the drummer hissed, "Asshole" 

"Keep it up." 

Cary giggled and nudged Chris with his shoulder. 

Once they were out on the street, Cary asked, "Why did you act like you hated me when you really liked me?" 


"| don't know." Chris jabbed his fists into his jean pockets. "It's just weird. | don't even know why | like you." 


"You think I'm hot" 

"I think you're cute. But you're annoying as shit." 

"Nah, the fact that you adore me is what's annoying to you." 

"Why do you like me?" 

"| like it when people treat me like shit" 

Chris hauled up and froze. "Cary, don't say that." 

"| was just kidding, relax. Come on" Cary slipped an arm around Chris's waist and urged him forward. 


Inside Chris's hotel room, the men stood staring at each other. Chris was sure Cary could hear his heart 


pounding. "I don't know if | want to, um..to, you know..." He glanced at the bed. 
"Have sex?" 


Chris nodded, lowering his gaze, feeling his cheeks darken. He felt Cary close the gap between them and place 
his fingers under Chris's chin 


"We don't have to do anything you don't want to do. I'm just happy you're not screaming at me anymore." 


His dark brown eyes were smiling when Chris lifted his head. He really was sweet and it was about time for 
Chris to let him know that. 

The older man wrapped his arms around the boy and was fascinated by how small the boy felt and how easily 
he fit into Chris's embrace. Cary let out a low whimper when Chris tightened his arms around him. For a long 
moment, they merely stood in the center of the room, hugging. Chris reached a hand up and cradled the back 
of the boy's head as he bent to touch his lips to his ear. Cary sighed and inclined his head into Chris's touch 
while his hands crept up under the man's sweater. They continued sliding up Chris's back until he had to step 
back to pull the sweater over his head. When he reached to pull Cary back into his arms, the drummer 
grinned and shook his head. 


“Turn around." 

Chris gave him a questioning glance but did as he was told anyway. He felt Cary's hands grip his shoulders and 
then his mouth on his shoulder blade, kissing and licking. As the boy's mouth moved, he realized he was tracing 
his tongue over the letters of his tattoo. Chris's hands reached back and found Cary's hips. The older man 
groaned as his head flopped forward. 


"Good?" Cary whispered. 


"Yeah, real good" Chris moaned and knew Cary would detect the note of sadness in his voice. It came as a 
surprise to himself but he couldn't deny it. He tried to convince himself that maybe they'd kiss, maybe Cary 
would allow him to explore his body and he'd get it out of his system. 


"What's wrong? You don't want to do this?" 
Cary abandoned Chris's back and stepped around to look at his face. 


"No. | don't want to do this." 
"Okay" The boy sounded heart broken as he withdrew and took a step toward the door. 
"Cary." Chris reached for his arm. 


"I don't want to do this dance anymore. First you hate me, then we start getting along, then you hate me 
again, then you kiss me and now here we are. Chris, | don't know what to do with youl" The boy looked like he 
was on verge of crying. His eyes were down cast, his succulent bottom lip quivered. "Let me go. | don't want 


you to see me like this." 


Chris didn't let him go. Instead he tugged Cary back toward the bed. With a grunt, he pushed the boy down, 
onto the mattress. It squeaked under the boy's bounce. Just as Chris was about to swoop down and cover the 


boy, Cary wriggled out of the way. 

“Stop! Chris, stop! H's too confusing!" 

Chris wrestled against the thrashing boy and finally was able to straddle him and pin his hands down, above his 
head. Both men panted as they stared at each other. Chris's eyes were on fire, electric blue and dazzling. 
Cary's eyes were wide, frightened and pooled with tears. When one spilled over, Chris's fire faltered and his 
eyes immediately turned from fire to warmth. He dipped his head and lapped up the tear from Cary's face. He 
rolled off the boy and spooned him, instead, folding him up into his embrace. 

"I'm so sorry, Cary. | didn't mean to scare you." 

"What do you want from me?" 

"| don't know. I'm not supposed to feel this way about you." 


"What way?" 


Chris realized it was a lot easier to talk to Cary when he didn't have to look at his face. He pressed his nose 
against the boy's neck and proceeded. "I'm attracted to you. | do think you're cute and you're a talented 
musician and you make me laugh. Even when | don't want you to." He felt the body in his arms shake a little 


with a quiet giggle. 


"Are you freaked out cause I'm a guy, too?" 

"Yeah, a little. But let's be honest, you're not much of a guy." 

"Where it counts, | am." 

"Are you into dudes?" 

"m into the one laying here with me." 

And they stayed like that for the next couple hours, simply talking. Occasionally, Cary would stroke his hands 
up and down Chris's arms or Chris would nuzzle Cary's neck and lay a kiss or two there. But neither made an 
attempt at anything more. 

Cary was talking about his home life and how, at two years old, his parents divorced when he realized Chris 
had dozed off and was snoring against his shoulder. He wiggled out from Chris's arms and stood up off the 
bed. He ran a hand over the guitarist's hair before he bent to kiss his temple. 

"Goodnight, old man" He whispered with a little giggle and then crept softly from the room. 

Whenever the men got the chance to be alone, they took it. Unfortunately, however, those chances came few 
and far between. Sometimes Chris was happy just to hold the boy in his arms and listen to him talk as it 
became clear to Chris that Cary needed that companionship more than anything else Chris could give him. And 
sometimes Cary wanted to give Chris what he needed. Hands touching him, soothing him, pleasing him. And 
they'd end up naked and aroused but Chris would not allow Cary to go any further. Every time Cary made a 
move to touch his erection, either with his hands or his mouth, Chris would stop him. 

"Not now, not yet" He would always tell the boy. 

“But | want to." 

"I know you do and l'm happy you want to." 

"But?" 

"l'm just not ready to take that step." 

"Don't you want me?" 


"Very much." 


"Then let me. Please, Chris." And Cary wiggled his body closer to Chris's. He swept an arm around the man's 


back and lowered his mouth to Chris's shoulder. "Please let me make you feel good. You're so hot. Your body is 
amazing and | want you." 


"Fuck, Cary. 


And the younger man knew he had him then. He gently urged Chris onto his back and covered his chest and 
stomach with kisses. A small, calloused hand drifted down Chris's belly to his groin and softly circled his cock. 


"Do you think Dougie and Scott have any idea?" Cary suddenly asked. 


"Well, we never fight anymore and | always put you in my room. If they don't have an idea, they're fucking 
stupid." 


"| think | know how to make it really clear to them." 


"What do you mean?" Chris lifted his head to look at the drummer. 


Cary merely smirked, a twinkle in those gorgeous eyes. And then he had his mouth around Chris. Chris let his 
head fall back and hissed. As Cary stroked Chris with a tight fist and sucked on the head of his cock, Chris 
was beginning to understand what Cary was talking about. He could not contain his groans and grunts and the 


faster Cary stroked, the louder Chris got. A hand raked through Cary's hair and knotted his fingers into it. The 


drummer removed his hand from around Chris so that he could take him fully into his throat: 
"Jesus, | should have let you do this a long time ago." 
The younger man let Chris fall out of his mouth and then looked up at him. "Duh." 


"Get back to work." He told him as he guided his head back to Chris's cock Cary ignored it, however, and ran 


his tongue across Chris's balls. 


When he returned his attention to the aching cock, he did so with zeal. Cary slid up onto his hands and knees 
between Chris's legs and bobbed his head up and down, taking Chris deep into his throat and then all the way 
out to the head. He did so with an alternate rhythm, sometimes very quickly, sometimes teasingly slow. The 
sounds that each produced from Chris were amazing. His fingers were clutching the bed sheets now as he 
twisted beneath Cary. Long grunts and moans filled the room. Cary was sure they seeped through the wall to 
the other room also. When Chris finally reached his peak, his hips thrust upward, off the mattress, and a loud 
howl erupted from deep in the pit of his stomach. He was vaguely aware of Cary trying to slink off of the bed 
as he floated back down. Chris reached for the man and pulled him on top of his chest. 


"Cary... 


"Let me go wash my face." The drummer protested. 


Chris grinned before he lifted his head and ran his tongue up his cheek. 

"Ew! Chri-" 

Chris wrapped his arms around his little lover and seized his mouth in a deep kiss. He pushed his tongue past 
Cary's lips and scraped it over Cary's tongue, tasting himself. When he did finally let the drummer go, he 
watched that small, lithe body and the way it moved. Chris became aware that the only thing that made sense 
to him now was Cary. Cary in his band and Cary in his bed, Cary in his arms and Cary in his heart. 


The night of their second to last show in Australia, they were in the van on the way to the club when Scott 
and Doug looked at each other. Scott cleared his throat and Chris and Cary knew what was coming. 


"Are you guys, like, gay?" 

"What do you mean, Scott?" 

"| mean, like, are the two of you having sex?" 

"No." Chris said and then added, "Not exactly. Not yet" 

"So you are! You're fooling around” 

"Yeah, you could call it that" 

"But you're supposed to hate each other!" Doug said with a confused expression 
"We did" 

"He still does sometimes” Cary said as he laid his hand on Chris's thigh 

"| do notl Baby, | love youl" Chris blurted out without nearly a thought: 

Cary stared at him, his mouth hung open "You do?" 

"well. guess | do.” 

"Oh my God!" The younger man exclaimed and then climbed into Chris's lap and pulled him into a kiss. 
"Okay. Gross" Scott muttered 

"Save it! Come on!" 


So there it was. It was out now. Chris was in love with a pain in the ass, little drummer boy. And Cary had 


found someone who could fill the hole in his heart left there by the father that left him so many years ago. 
They lay together in bed the night before they were due to fly back to LA. 


"What are we gonna do when we get home?" 

"Whatever we want. First thing we should do is get you out of that shitty ass apartment 

"| don't mind it so much. Me and my mother moved around a lot, one dump to another, back in San Fransisco” 
"You don't have to do that anymore, baby.” 

"Promise? 


Chris turned the man onto his stomach and hovered over him. "I promise." He kissed Cary's back, right in the 
middle of his shoulder blades. "Are you ready for me to make love to you?" 


"Been ready since day one." 


